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Merry Ficmas 


"Who's a pretty girl? Ooooh, you like it when | rub your belly, don't you? C'mon, baby, put your head right 


here on my lap..yeah.what a sweetheart you are." 


Sounds like Keith's got company. John isn't usually the nosy type, but next words wafting through the door 


make him pause outside it in prurient curiosity. 


"No-no, naughty girl, no biting. | know you're just playing, but my darling Johnny wouldn't understand if you put 
any marks on me. Its gonna be hard enough convincing him to let you stay, so you gotta be on your best 


behavior when you meet him, okay?" 


Determining that overhearing mention of his own name might as well be an invitation, John cracks open the 
door without knocking. [Condition of cohabitation had been an agreement of no locks. "I'm not breaking down 
doors in my own house, Mister Moon, especially when you can't be counted on to be roused by banging, and 
I'm not keeping keyring like Warden Pete does in HIS Big House."] Expecting to espy a plump, playful lassie (or 
two) lolling lasciviously, his leering greeting dies upon sudden shock, seeing strange sight of a massive, black 
creature cuddled close to Keith's languid length, man and beast snuggled together amidst nest of fluffy 
cushions piled deeply into corner of the room's thickly carpeted floor. 


"What the FUCK is a wild animal doing in our house, Keith? Have you lost your MIND? How did it even get IN 
Here, and how in holy HELL are we supposed to get it OUT?" Flurry of flustered questions seems to be all Ox 
can utter, astonished when Moonie can answer them all so calmly while continuing to stroke the panther in his 


embrace. 


"She's not wild, she's captive-bred Its CHARITY, Johnny, she NEEDS me. Brought her in on a luggage cart after 
she came off worst in a fight and won't be safe with the other lions and tigers there. Its only for a few 
weeks, while they jigger the habitats and she gets a chance to scab up so she doesn't go home smelling all 
wounded." 


"Where is ‘home’, exactly? What the fuck were you THINKING, volunteering our house as as zoo annex?" 


"Not a zoo, Oxy dear.." Keith coos in a tone intended to appease both the friend in the doorway and the feline 
on his lap ".a Big Cat Sanctuary. | TOLD you | give money to one and they let me play with the cubs, 


remember?" 


"That's no cub." John scowls, trying to take the creature's measure without coming any nearer. "Its bigger 


than my wolfhounds. Wouldn't be surprised if it outweighs YOU. This HAS to be against SEVERAL laws." 


Keith smirks slyly, brimming with subversive mirth. "Says the man who keeps and plays with SEVERAL 
automatic firearms and harbors an EXTENSIVE under-the-counter pharmacy. When did YOU get so law-abiding, 


my love?" 


John doesn't deign to be swept into cutesy quibble, but nonetheless realizes he hasn't much wiggle room, here. 
Keith's right, he keeps things HE shouldn't, too..some of them dangerous and even more illegal. "Speaking of 
guns, if it eats one of my dogs, I'm shooting it.” 


"She's HURT." Keith pouts prettily, protesting with gesture at confining cast shining starkly against ebony coat 
of extended foreleg ".she can't chase your dumb mutts. Besides, she's never tasted dog. She likes fish, and Ill 


make sure she never gets hungry while she's here, okay?" 


"If it hurts YOU, I'm shooting it," John stalwartly swears, smiling but serious. "If that thing bites off your face, 
Pete will have MY head for letting you keep it" 


"She'd NEVER hurt me." Keith passionately proclaims, pressing his nose directly against broad black bridge 
between blazing bright yellow-green eyes while fond fingers fondle furry ears "She LOVES me, and if YOU love 


me you'll be nice to poor, injured beastie while she heals in our happy home." 


John never could refuse his saucy sweetheart easily, so decides he can permit this not-so-small indulgence if 
it makes his helpmeet happy. He doesn't like it though, and makes his displeasure abundantly clear. "l'm not 
having ANYthing to do with it, and I'm WARNING you, this is likely to end in tears or blood..maybe both. Black 
cats are bad luck, and BIG black cats are TRIPLE trouble waiting to happen l'm not playing, Mister Moon. If it 


crosses my path, smart money's on ME." 


"Smart money's ALWAYS on you, Johnny Angel,” emerges in fulsome flatter as Keith turns up grateful grin. "I 
promise I'll look after her and won't let her bother you, but PLEASE stop calling her ‘it, cant you? Her name 
is Mary Anne." 


FEKK 


"Hi, Foxy Oxy!" Keith sparkles invitingly, seated cross-legged on rattan mats with cedar plank across his knees 
glistening with massive, silver-skinned slab of prime raw salmon. "C'mon and join us, yeah? Me-n-Mary Anne 


are sharing a lovely Japanese lunch, but she doesn't like tea and | know you do." 


"Are you making SUSHI for that monster?" John blurts incredulously, watching Moonie dip dampened fingers 
into nearby bowl of sticky rice and tuck a tidy strip pf pretty pink fish flesh around neatly rolled white ball 
before offering savory tidbit to be delicately accepted between fearsome fangs. "My GOD, how you spoil that 
beast! And Roger says AYE spend money foolishly.” 


"Oh, who cares what Monkey thinks?" Offering John a steaming cup of fragrant jasmine infusion, Keith sighs 
forlornly "This is a farewell feast, anyway, since she's all better and goes home tomorrow. You haven't even 
NOTICED how her cast is off the shaky hand and her scratches have totally faded. She's all better, thanks to 
me, and you never even TRIED to make nice while | nursed her back to health all on my own No blood, no 
tears." is cheerfully gloated while John sips his tea and grudgingly hunkers down beside Keith and his pet 


panther ".so | guess you were wrong, right?" 


"Yeah." John can't help but admit, taking in how calmly and patiently the intimidating creature sits curled in 
restful repose, keen gaze above almost imperceptibly quivering nostrils and faintly flickering tip of tail the only 
indicators of interest in feast of flesh readily available before her, although tooth and claw could easily snatch 


and maul far more than just the fragrant fish. "Gotta say, I'm amazed she's so well-behaved." 


"She's not NEARLY as scary as Pete can be." Keith giggles, reaching out to scratch beneath Mary Anne's 
regally raised chin, fingers rippling up through long whiskers, provoking purr, the unexpected and unfamiliar 
sound of which startles John as long pink tongue runs out to lap salmon shreds from Keith's fingertips. 


"She's prettier, too." emerges with a light laugh of his own as John really LOOKS at the magnificent mammal 

for the first time since she has been sharing their space. He's never much cared for cats (they're sneaky and 
ungrateful..downright entitled), far preferring the loyal simplicity of dogs, but something about this large-scale 
example of the species suddenly strikes strong sympathy as he considers how she'd been picked on by her own 


kind and has been helped by one of HIS own pack..while he stood by and did nothing. 


"Oh, | don't know about THAT," is Keith's gently contradicting opinion. "Pete's awfully beautiful.in almost the 
same fierce kind of way.." he smirks insinuatingly ".but you're not scared to touch HIM, are you?" John isn't 
sure how to answer something like that. Fortunately, Keith carries on with a fresh question without deviously 


delving for reply to the first. "Won't you at least pet Mary Anne just ONCE before they come to take her 


home? She thinks you don't like her, you know." 


"I didn't." John allows, stretching out tentative touch to softly stroke along lustrously lean patch of velvety 
midnight flank while looking into Keith's lovingly forlorn gaze "but | do like seeing how YOU made her better, 
and she doesn't really seem like a wild animal after all, not really.” He holds out his other hand to entwine firm 
fingers with Keith's slightly sticky paw while continuing to caress splendid specimen's sleek fur. "Now that | 
know she's about to leave us for good, | guess..maybe.| shouldn't have been so standoffish and maybe could've 


played with her a little.if just because YOU seem to love her." 


As if in response to his words, Mary Anne cranes her head downward and slickly slips raspy tongue in a single 


short lick across John's knuckles. 


"See?" Keith grins "She likes you." He snuggles up against John's side, quietly beseeching in voice almost like a 
purr of his own "When we get back from tour, can we get a kitten? Pretty please?" 


"Absolutely not." John flatly denies, chuckling at Keith's crestfallen expression. "Mewling babies are a pain in the 
ass. I'd rather adopt a grown-up cat that already knows how to act right. But a LITTLE one, okay?" 


‘Oh-KAY!" Keith lights up with delight, quickly kissing first John's whiskers then dipping downward to bestow 
brief buss upon Mary Ame's, murmuring into her ear, knowing John can hear sweet sentiment, too, and 
actually understand it. "Sorry to see you go, sweetie, but we're gonna get us a kitty that can sleep in bed with 


us..sometimes." 


Patting first Keith's head then Mary Anne's, John chuckles affectionately toward them both. "Let's call her 
Lily.and take lots of pictures." 


